Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
words: "And now my children—against me. Holy Mother!
Jesus! It is too much!"
Finally the husband and wife met—for the last time
as husband and wife—at dinner at the Tuileries. Her face
was shadowed by a large hat; she did not want him to
see her eyes. Though he controlled his feelings in a grip
of steel, he himself was deeply moved. When a branch
is grafted on a tree, with it has waved through
years of tempest and sunshine, branch and tree become
part and parcel of each other. And though the tree may
resent the persistence with which the branch will not show
blossoms like the tree's but always its own, exotic per-
haps and more fragrant and colorful, still the tree knows
when they are torn apart. Further, if the graft has been
made when both were still young, no other branch can
ever be knit so closely with it.
So through the first of the few courses of the meal
no word was spoken. And she kept thinking to herself:
"Ah! If only he would not keep so tight a grip on him-
self. If only I could break it!"
At last he dismissed the attendants who, to his intense
irritation, hovered near his elbows, leaned over the coffee
and grasped her hand. She let it lie inert in his, and he,
man-like, was annoyed that she did not make it easier
for him; and broke out the more baldly because of his
emotion:
"It must be done. Can't you see ?" Then, feeling he was
harsh and being very unhappy, his tones changed to the
more lovable ones she so well remembered; and he used
all along the beloved "thou," whose note of affection no
language can so well convey as the French.
"Josephine, my excellent Josephine, thou kaowest that
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